
SO EVANGELICAL REPOSITORY AND UNITED PRESB. REVIEW.

THAT DREADFUL HOUSE.

To the sincere Christian, the fact that the assassination of the late President of

the United States occurred in a theatre, is the source of no small amount of the

deep regret which the event itself necessarily occasions. In going to that place,

he doubtless yielded to the force of public opinion, and in this respect only followed

the example of the most of his predecessors. To us, however, it has always seemed
strange that men, occupying the highest positions in the gift of the people, have
not sufficient courage to rise above

}
ublic ( pinion in matters of morals, and thus

refuse to lend their influence to that, the moral tendency of which can he only bad.

Whatever may be said in favour of the theatre, it certainly sounds incongruous to

speak of it, as a fit place for a Christian to pass from earth to heaven. We do not

wish to intimate, that the act of the President, in going to the theatre, necessarily

ignores in his character all that has been claimed for him as a Christian. We
speak of it simply as an error on his part, which every Christian deeply regrets,

and against which he at the same time takes occasion properly to warn others.

To our surprise, but little has been said on this point in the pulpit or in the re-

ligious newspapers. The terrible nature of the event itself, how ever, has d< ubtless

caused this one feature of it, for the time, to be overlooked. Duty, in this direction,

may yet be faithfully discharged.

A correspondent in the Lewisburg Chronicle, a secular paper, whose devotion to

the interests cf the late President’s administration will not be questioned, speaks of

it under the caption placed at the head of this article, in the strongest and most
befitting terms. We cordially concur with his views, and hope that the suggestion

in regard to the erection of a monument to the memory of the President, on the

spot where the fatal theatre stood, may be accepted and faithfully carried out.

Such a monument would serve not only as a fitting memorial of the lamented
President, but also as a perpetual warning against the practice of visiting theatres.

The remarks of the writer to which we refer are as follows:

•‘With a lie on his traitorous tcngue, intruding himself upon unoffending ladies,

a base assassin discharged into the brain of the noble, kind-hearted Abraham Lin-

coln, the pistol ball which in a few hours ended his mortal life. The dying martyr
to ‘Liberty and Union,' was removed to a private house. When the certainty of

his death was pronounced unavoidable, the stricken Mrs. Lincoln agonized every

one in her hearing by the heart-broken exclamations,—‘0, that dreadful house

—

that dreadful house!' pointing towards the theatre where the great crime of the

age found facilities and ‘confederates' for its execution.

Among virtuous, thoughtful people of all times and countries, the theatre has
been held to be a monstrous evil. Theoretically, it has been advocated and apo-

logized for, and moralized; and what it might he, and what many have tried to

make it, it were tiresome to tell. It has been palliated, eulogized and patronized

by thousands of persons, ‘great' in some sense, and correct in most habits, who
are ignorant of, or ignore all its defects as ‘necessary evils.' Yet a decent play-

house was never found
;
no true ‘morality' is ever popular on the stage board, or it is

barely tolerated by being offset by seme scandalous performance : nor can one be
sustained where pimps and prostitutes are excluded. After all efforts to the con-

trary, it still remains a panderer to vile and hateful passions—a resort for immoral
characters and criminals of every hue and magnitude.
“Were there anything honourable or manly in the theatrical business, the

most mean of murderers should be a paragon of perfection. Ilis father was an
actor as well as himself and his brothers. Born, nursed, and grown to middle age
in the atmosphere of theatres, and among the most celebrated performers— always
‘ meuthir g' about gentility, and liberty, and honour, and virtue—this miserable
Booth is another proof that the evil influences of theatricals overbalance all their

professed benefits. The bright gold on the outside, is only a thin covering of the

utter rottenness within. Ilis knowledge of the building afforded him chances, not

elsewhere found, to prepare for his deadly aim without observation, aud finally to

escape.
“ It appears that, on hearing of his detection as the author of the horrible deed,

the vile woman with whom he lived took poison to end her shame, and bitterly re-

proached those who made the potion inoperative. Altogether, these revelations of
the characters and private lives of this ‘school of morals' is any thing but attrac-

tive—and what must be the degradation and sufferings of the minor actors and the

supernumeraries 1

A sage of antiquity saw his son blush as the former passed along a street while
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the latter was emerging from a house of bad reputation. ‘ My son/ said the father,

‘ you should have blushed when going in, and not when coming out/ So should the

people lament, in view of this horrible tragedy, not so much the discouraging as

the encouraging of ‘ that dreadful house/ the drama.
“For, while thinking of that fatal assault upon the beloved, excellent President,

we all regret that it should have occurred there. lie occasionally resorted to public

amusements to divert his over-wearied mind from the tremendous pressure it neces-

sarily endured, so many long years. That night, it is stated, he went with evident

reluctance, and only decided to go because it had been published that he and Gen.
Grant would attend, and the two notables might be seen together. But Gen. Grant
had gone to visit his family in New Jersey, and thereby probably saved his life.

Fearing that those attending the theatre might be too much disappointed if both

were absent, the President, in the overflowing kindness of his generous nature, con-

cluded to contribute to the gratification of those who might desire to see him, and de-

parted, happy and cheerful, to ‘that dreadful house/ from which only his insensible,

bleeding body returned.
“ The allegation that the proceeds of the play, that night, were ‘ for the benefit of

the Christian Commission/ has no foundation in truth, as I can learn. Neither that

noble charity, nor any other worthy cause, should lend its prestige to sanction 4
that

dreadful house/ And it is to be hoped that, hereafter, Presidents, Governors, Gene-
rals, and all other officers and men high in authority or influence, may so value

themselves and have so much respect for the fitness of things, as to cease to become
‘baits’ to draw people into any exhibition which puts money in the pockets of any
man or any society. Using men thus tends to degrade them to the position of a Fat
Girl, or a Six-legged Calf, White Mice, Tom Thumb, or a Woolly Horse. As every

public object and private enterprise stands upon its own merits, so should influential

and responsible men—those who realize that they have deathless souls, and that, their

acts incline others to good or to evil—cease, henceforth, to be mediums for taking

‘toll’ from the gaping multitude who follow after them. Among others Gov. Pol-
lock of Pennsylvania, set a good example, when he refused to be made the tool of

managers of an 4 Inauguration Ball/ or any other fashionable device of the Devil,

though urged by the plea that it was customary/ and ‘only a form/ and that it
4 pleased the popular taste/ What he did not approve he did not encourage, either

by his presence or by his name. None could say of him 4 the Governor’ led them to

any ‘dreadful house!'
44 Some years since (1811,) in Richmond, Virginia, a theatre burned down during

a ‘grand’ performance, and among the seventy persons who perished in the flames

of ‘that dreadful house ’ were the Governor of the State and other distinguished citi-

zens. For a time, the idea of being ushered from such a place into the presence of

God, caused the theatre to be passed by, as a chaste, true husband, shuns her whose
4
feet go down to death/ But, of late, the advocates of that fascinating, soul-shri-

velling amusement, have become more bold, and lovers of good morals have failed

to show up the evils of the play-house. This Providence speaks to all, trumpet-
tongued

—

4 Beware of that dreadful house !

“ The daughters of that Governor of Virginia—the widow of the late President

of the United States—and all others who are ladies indeed—would confer blessings
on the world, by declining to lend their countenance to such popular amusements.
Their tolerance and applause of the painted performers, (who, for money, amuse
the profligate as well as the virtuous.) encourage these poor creatures, and under-
mine in the young and thoughtless spectators that modesty which is the natural
protector of the sex, rendering them less fearful of the vilest of all lives. In itself

a prolific cause of evil, the theatre is also a means whereby unknown numbers are
ruined for time and for eternity. Let it be known that virtuous women never at-

tend such places, and their danger is very greatly lessened. And let every one
who withholds her sanction remember that in so doing she does her duty, and so

much as in her lies, sets a good example, whatever course others may take. Avoid
4 that dreadful house ’ as you would hell itself!

44 Men—youth—and boys from this unprecedented shock to public sensibility,

may well reflect upon the inherent and ever accompanying evils of the stage It

is expensive—leads to late hours, and excessive eating and drinking—inculcates ex-

travagant and deceptive views of life—and exposes to peculiar aud most destruc-

tive temptations. Who can tell how many fortunes, reputations, and lives, have
been lost by ‘that dreadful house?’
“And ‘that dreadful house’ at Washington—what shall be done with it? For

one, I would say, let it be torn down—burned up—pulverized. And upon its
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ashes, let there arise the greatest, best monument to Abraham Lincoln that can
be devised. Let every man, woman and child, white or black, have a chance— say,

on the 4 h of July next—to contribute to pay the expenses of erecting this tribute

to the Great Emancipator, the Restorer of our Union/’

—

\Cer. Mes.]

THE GAP BETWEEN THE SABBATH SCHOOL AND THE CHURCH.
There ought to be none. There is, in fact, a very wide one. You might almost

call it “ a great gulf,” through which multitudes drop away, and are seen no more.
The young are easily got. The growing are not so easily retained. Up to a
certain point all seems to go pretty well, and then there is a sad leakage in the

system, so that, in some places, ali seems to run away. The world catches back
again what ought to be given up only to God and His people, according to His
word. True, the world does not always retain finally. The seeds of truth, so

early sown, after being long covered over and neglected, spring up at length, in

some instances, quickened perhaps by providential trials, or drawn out in some
gracious visitation of the Spirit. But many go to return no more, while even
those who do return have but a section of life now to offer : the best part of it, per-

haps, as to strength and freshness, having already gone irrecoverably to the devil.

They have but debilitated powers to work within. 'J hey are brands plucked out of
the fire, and for that there w ill be eternal praise to God

;
but ah ! it had been better

far if they had not been in the burnings; Letter if they had always had the green
of growth in them, and the dewy coolness of God’s visitations. It is not enough
—let us know it and speak it out to one another—it is not enough to have souls

converted late in life, or even in mid-life, after the first and the formative half of it

is over. It is not enough to have less than the whole of life for God. It is all His,

and the usurper should be driven from every foot-length of it, that the cleansing of

atonement may pass upon it, and the sweet odour of self-sacrifice ascend from it

all. If the church were comparatively careless of the lives of men
;

if she were
found plying the instrumentalities of salvation most busily of all around the steps

of the aged, and about the beds of the dying, although the action would always
have something God-like in it, it would be too much like the action of a conquered
or repulsed army, who having lost the battle, return under nightfall to gather up
as many of the wounded as they can, and to steal away some of their friends who
had been carried prisoners. We must not lose the battle. And yov, in goodly
battalions, stand at the right part of the field, at the right end of human life, to

give proclamation, and prophesy that we shall not always lose the batde. I meet
a friend going to speak of the salvation of Christ to some aged sinner at the eleventh

hour or to soothe some travel-worn saint with the promises of God. God speed that

messenger. I meet another going to some place where Satan’s seat is, and where
his subjects, in black ranks, gather thick around, to blow the trumpet there, and
unfurl the red banner of Calvary, and cry, “Who is on the Lord’s side?” God
speed that messenger. Then I meet you, some of you, going to your work, which
is to claim and keep those on whom age has set no wrinkles, on whom sin, as

yet, has set none of her foulest stains,—to claim and keep them, without a sinful

interval or a dark breach of estrangement all the way, unto the day of redemption.
God speed you with a sevenfold favour and success ; for indeed your work is greater

and nobler in its purpose than theirs. It claims the whole of life. It aims to

offer all to God. It strikes at the root of sin. It meets the devil, not after he has

rent and torn his victim, and cast him bleeding on the ground, but when he would
enter in as a foul spirit, and resists him until he flees. Claim then, and keep; and
in order to keep, repair as you can every breach through which the dear objects

of your care may slip away from your hands
;
especially that wide, ingulfing breach

that lies between the Bible classes and the gate of the Christian church. When
that breach is repaired, you may depend on it that there will be a mighty work
done for the Christianity of the country and for the church of the living God !

Let the most intelligent Christians look to this matter, for it is a need which in-

telligence with earnestness can alone supply. Those young people sometimes pass

through the breach because the teacher’s hands are not strong enough to hold
them. When manhood and womanhood begin to beat and swell within, and the

world around is talking of the allurements of pleasure and the sweets of freedom,

depend upon it, it then needs the strength of the strongest and the wisdom of the

wisest, as well as the tenderness of the loving and the zeal of the devout, to hold

them in the way.

—

Annual Sermon for the London S. S. Union
,
May 3, 1864.


